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After telling himself that night twenty-five times that he
was getting better and better, he slept so soundly that
Annette, in the next room, hardly slept at all.
" Do you know, my friend," she said at breakfast, " you
were snoring last night so that I could not hear the cock
crow."
" Why should you want to ? " said Soames.
" Well, never mind—if you had a good night. Was it
my little Coue' who gave you that nice dream ? "
Partly from fear of encouraging Coue*, and partly from
fear of encouraging her, Soames avoided a reply; but he
had a curious sense of power, as if he did not care what
people said of him.
6 I'll do it again to-night,' he thought.
" You know," Annette went on, " you are just the
temperament for Coue*, Soames. When you cure yourself
of worrying, you will get quite fat."
" Fat! " said Soames, looking at her curves. " I'd as
soon grow a beard."
Fatness and beards were associated with the French.
He would have to keep an eye on himself if he went on
with this—er—what was one to call it ? Tomfoolery was
hardly the word to conciliate the process, even if it did
require you to tie twenty-five knots in a bit of string : very
French, that, like telling your beads ! He himself had
merely counted on his fingers. The sense of power lasted
all the way up to London ; he had the conviction that he
could sit in a draught if he wanted to, that Fleur would
have her boy all right; and as to the P.P.R.S.—ten to
one he wouldn't be mentioned by name in any report of
the proceedings.
After an early lunch and twenty-five more assurances
over his coffee, he set out for the city.
This Board, held just a week before the special meeting

